
Shake-speare s 

Therefore my Mifterffc eyes are Rauen blacke, s 
Her eyes fo fu ted, and they mourners feeme. 

At fuch who not borne faire no beauty lack, 

SJandring Creation with a falfe etteeme. 

Yet fo they mournebecommingoftheirwoe. 

That cuery toungfaies beauty fhould iookefo, 
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OOw oft when thou my mufike inufike playft, 

Vpon that bleffed wood whofe motion founds 
With thy fweet fingers when thou gently fwayft. 

The wiry concord that mine care confounds, 

Dof enuie thofe Iackes that nimble leape. 

To kiffe the tender inward of thy hand, 

Whilft my poore lips which fhould that haruefl reape, 

At the woods bouldnes by thee blufhing (land. 

To be fo tikled they would change their ftate. 

And flotation with thofe dancing chips, 

Ore whome their fingers walke with gentle gate. 
Making dead wood more bleft then liuing lips. 

Since faufie Iackes fo happy are in this, 

<Biuc them their fingers, me thy lips to kifle c 
H9 

T’Hexpence ofSpirit in a wafte offhame 
* Is luff in a<flion,and till a6iion ,Iuft 
Is_periurd,murdrous,blouddy full of blame, 
Sauage,extreame,rude,crucli,noc to truft, 

Inioyd no .fooner but difpifed ftraight, 

Paftreafon hunted, and no fooner had 
Paft reafon hated as a fwollovved bayt, 

On purpofe layd to make the taker mad. 

Made In purfut and in poflefltqn fo, 

Had,hauing,and in queft,to haue extreamc, 

A blifle in proofe and proud and very wo. 

Before a ioy propofd behind a dreame. 

All this the world well Icoowes yet none knowes well. 
To fhuti the heauen that leads men to this hell. 
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Sonnets. 
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M Y Miflres eyes are nothing like the Sunne, 

Currall is farre more red, then her lips red, 

]f fnow be white why then her brefls are dun: 

Ifhaires be wiers, black wiers grow on her head: 

I haue feene Rofes damaskt,red and white. 

But no fuch Rofes fee I in her cheekes. 

And in fome perfumes is there more delight. 

Then in the breath that from my Miflres reekes. 

I loue to heare her fpeake,yet well I know, 

That Muficke hath a farre ; more pleafing found: 
Igrauntlneucr faw agoddeflegoe. 

My Miflres when fhee walkes treads on the ground. 

And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare. 

As any fire beli’d with falfe compare. 
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T Hou art as tiranous,fo as thou aft. 

As thofe whofe beauties proudly make them cruellj 
For ■well thou know’ll to my deare doting hart 
Thou art thefaireft and moft precious Iewell. 

Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold, 

Thy face hath not the power to make loue groliej 
To fay they erre,I dare not be fo bold, 

Although I fweare it to my felfe alone. 

And to be lure that is not falfe I fweare 
Athoufand grones but thinking on thy face. 

One on anothers necke do witneffe beare 
Thy blacke is faireft in my Judgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke faue. in thy deeds. 

And thence this (launder as I thinke proceeds^ 

XJ2 

T Hine eies I loue, and they as pittying me, 

Knowing thy heart torment me with difdssne, 

Haue put on black, and louiftg mourners bee, 
looking with pretty-ruth- vpofi my paine, 
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